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    3-10-80 
 
Dearest Mr. Temianka – 
 
     (Please excuse this awful  
paper, it’s all that I have) 
      For weeks now I’ve been  
wanting to talk to you, but I lacked the courage.  
As you already know, it’s much easier for me  
to write – especially in my present condition, in  
which even the slightest exertion (talking included)  
triggers an asthma attack . . . 
       This past month I have  
worked myself into a terrible state. First the  
nightmares, now the asthma . . . with the exception  
of this past week, which I’ve spent in bed,  
I have worked like crazy. But there’s no joy  
left. There’s a knot in my stomach from the  
moment I wake until the moment I fall asleep.  
And even my sleep doesn’t relax me. I have  
These frightening dreams . . . I know I have  
always been nervous and lacking in self-  
confidence. But what’s been happening to me  
is a bit more serious than a case of the  
jitters, believe me. Last week I spent an  
entire day in desperate tears wondering whether  
or not I wanted to continue playing the violin.  
It’s caused me more pain than joy in this  
past month, obviously. That day I came very  
close to packing a bag and dissappearing  
without a word to anyone. I felt I had to  
run away from everyone and everything. I  
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still feel that way, but I know I’ll solve  
nothing that way . . . 
  I guess I should have told you  
how I felt sooner. But please understand that  
I wasn’t quite sure myself why all of this was  
happening and I couldn’t bring myself to worry  
you unneccessarily. No, actually I think I was  
more afraid of disappointing you. I admire you  
more than any man I’ve ever known and I want so  
much to please you. I want to become the sort of  
person and player that you say I will be, but it  
seems I’ve been going downward instead of upward and  
I hate to have you see it as much as I hate experiencing  
it myself.  
    There is a certain amount of pressure which  
is obligatory for my progress. I’m the first to admit  
that I’m basically lazy and, without goals, I don’t  
work. Then there’s an amount of pressure which is  
too much for me to handle and which I think I’m  
under now that causes this panic. My life just isn’t  
normal anymore. I can’t believe that any artist did  
nothing but practice, eat and sleep to get where they  
are. I just can’t do it anymore, especially since  
the effects are obviously not worth it. My last  
performance was so awful that I was very near  
tears onstage – I remember several times when  
I wanted to stay on stage and play all night. I  
felt that way in Dallas when I won the Dealy. 
I have to get that feeling back again. I’m not  
sure how, but I do remember that my life was  
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quite different then and it worked for me. I  
remember being nervous (of course) about my  
concerts and competitions but never panicked as I  
am now. And I always succeeded. I cannot remember  
giving a bad performance during that whole year.  
I was always prepared. I managed school, quartet,  
practice and a normal social life all at the same  
time. Everything was normal. Everything now is just  
so strange. There are six short weeks before the  
Queen Elizabeth Comp. and I still don’t know 4  
of the pieces. So obviously I feel guilty doing anything  
but practicing. At the same time, here I am in bed,  
not having touched the violin for almost a week, and  
this morning I was considering not ever touching it  
again. My poor mother thinks I’m crazy and is  
worried sick about me. She says that my asthma  
attacks are all psychological – well, even if they’re  
all in my head they still exist. So how do I stop  
them? I’m sorry, I’m getting side-tracked. Just  
lying around for days on end gives a person a lot  
of time to think and I have a million thoughts  
jumping around in my head and nobody to talk to.  
Excuse me for babbling on paper –  
 I was looking at the competition pamphlets  
before I decided to write this letter. I realized  
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that I had 4 pieces to learn from scratch plus  
many others to whip into shape – all in six weeks.  
Then I’m left with one month to learn the Brahms  
Concerto for the Flesch competition. I can’t do it.  
I did know about it for a long time, but I’ve  
never had to do so much at once and I don’t really  
see why I have to. Would you be terribly dissappointed  
if I only entered the Flesch? At least then I would  
be prepared – if I did both contests I’d do badly  
for both of them. The Flesch is 4 months from  
now – that’s plenty of time to work in a relaxed  
manner and only on the recquired pieces. Maybe I  
could try to [[strikethrough]] get back [[/strikethrough]] work out a schedule that’s more 
appropriate for me and less nerve-wrecking. Maybe  
this has been the answer all along. I know now, as  
much as I hate to admit it, that there are definate  
limitations to what I can do and pushing myself  
to please the people I love is only good up to a  
point. I don’t want you to be upset with me. I  
couldn’t stand it. I just need help getting every- 
thing back to normal and I think that I’ve just  
taken the first step. I know I’ve disappointed  
my mother and probably you, too, but I just can’t  
go on fighting the violin, which is really what I’ve  
been doing. Please understand. I love you, Nina 
